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Thank You 


Author's Notes: 

| actually wrote this right after the Unthrilled Guns Club. It is expanding on a comment from Slash in that fic 
and as well another comment from Slash that | removed from the story. | didn't post the story because it is 
shorter than | like and | wasn't sure if | really said what | wanted to with it. After listening to the Duff¢Axt 


interview it made me revisit this story. | decided to leave it as it is and post it. 


Two words stared at him in an email. Two simple words that kept him coming back and opening the email time 


and time again. Two words that caused such trepidation and hope. Two words directed solely at him. 
Thank you 


It was such a common reply that it shouldn't be causing a nervous fluttering in his stomach. It shouldn't have 
him going back to the email to make sure it was real. He was nearly fifty years old for God's sake not a 
teenage girl in amidst her first crush. But in a way, it made sense he was feeling like a silly confused teenager 
because, in a way, it was the same. The feeling came from the potential in an unknown future. Potential to be 
amazing, the potential to be humiliating, the potential to be disappointing and not what you built it up to be 


though you are trying very hard not to build it up to be anything. Excitement, disbelief, anxiety. 
This was a positive sign- a miraculous sign- but it did not dictate what the future would bring. 
Other than a phone call. 


Duff had told Slash that he was becoming more receptive. More willing to entertain the idea of letting bygones 
be bygones. Duff told him not to push it. To let him take his time and make the first move. Slash had never 
been patient. And if he waited for him to make the first move it may never happen. When the opportunity 
came up Slash split the difference. It could have went bad. Very bad. Everyone tried to talk him out of it. Well, 
except Duff who just shook his head, and that was what gave him the confidence to go on with his ill-advised 
plan. Duff would warn him if he didn't think it would work If he thought it was pushing too hard. 


Some may call it blackmail, Slash called it bargaining. An exchange of what one party wanted- Slash's signature 
approving the use of old Guns songs in a DVD release- for what Slash wanted- a phone call. Slash wasn't 
making the first move, per se, just encouraging the first move to happen sooner rather than later. As soon as 
he told his attorney to pass on what he wanted in compensation for his signature, Slash turned his attention 


on other matters so he couldn't dwell on it and worry that he may have made a terrible mistake after all. 


It wouldn't be the first terrible mistake he has ever made. His life was filled with them. Long, long ago he 
learned the very important lesson to never look back. Thinking about ‘what if's and ‘if only's would quickly drive 
you insane. Move on and don't dwell on it. There is nothing you can do once something is in the past and you 
don't have a time machine handy. Now that he was sober and older the mistakes he made were fewer and not 
as portentous as they once were. He thought through his actions now and didn't make potentially life altering 


decisions without realizing he was making a decision at all. 


Slash couldn't see this email as anything but a good sign though he tried to keep his expectations down. Slash 
wasn't even the who sent the original email - the one that garnered the reply. It was his attorney who sent it 
confirming the contract was signed and ready to go. The email, like all business emails that had anything at all 
to do with Guns N' Roses, was directed between the lawyers and managers and everyone and sundry was cc'd. 
There were a couple official attorney-speak emails sitting in his inbox in reply to that original email as well, but 


more importantly, there was that one email. The one that was sent to Slash and no one else. 


That email told Slash that he didn't destroy all that Duff was slowly working toward. That though his action 
may have a had a few tiny coercive elements the person who was being coerced didn't feel undue pressure 
and resentment for it. This was the first time the man had communicated directly to him in nineteen years. In 
the next few minutes, as the latest emails from the attorney's correspondence confirmed, Slash would be 


getting the call. 


One phone call, Slash believed, was all he really needed Whether that phone call would bring closure or 


something more he didn't know. He wasn't completely sure what he wanted from it.. 


No, that was a lie. He knew what he wanted, but he was willing to settle for less. He was willing to settle for 


closure. To know where that potential path may lead. If it were closure in knowing this path would lead to 
nowhere or even possibly only becoming reacquainted with an old friend that would be fine. What he wanted 
though, what he really wanted, was Guns. He never meant to lose Guns. It was only supposed to be for a short 
time. When he got fed up and turned his back on what the band had become he never thought that he would.. 
well.. he wasn't actually thinking much at all during that time. If he had known how it would turn out would it 
have changed anything? He couldn't venture a guess and wouldn't bother trying. It doesn't matter as the past 
is in the past and the future is wide open and strange. 


His phone lights up, buzzing against the counter. He stares at it then takes a quick breath and picks up the 
phone. Heart beating rapidly, he answers. "Hello? This is Slash." 


"Hey, Slash." The deep familiar voices comes over the phone. Slash closes his eyes. 


"Axl." He says, and smiles. 


